4i4	MAIDEN CASTLE
tionlng the- old man's presence in the town he had concealed
the fact that he had a definite encounter with him. What had
he actually said to the little girl ? D. had got sulky under her
anger, and would neither deny nor admit that the man had
used the startling expression repeated so emphatically by
Lovie.
Their quarrel had ended by No-man's going off in silence to
High East Street, while she herself, in Jenny's continued ab-
sence, had had to get her own and Lovie's breakfast in the
deserted kitchen.
This task accomplished, she settled the child on the kitchen
rug, with the table between her and the stove; and before
leaving her there she forced herself—though her head was
throbbing with a whirl of conflicting emotions—to display a
lively interest in "Popsy's" being put to bed in a miniature
Great Western truck.
She soon realized, however, that Lovie was shrewd enough
to divine something of the tragic tension of her mood; and
every now and then, in the midst of their attendance on
"Popsy's" siesta, she caught a pair of serious eyes fixed fur-
tively on her face.
She got away at last; but she couldn't leave the child with-
out telling Jenny that she was alone, and so after running up-
stairs to dress for going out, and after a final glance into the
kitchen, she decided to visit the other house before setting
forth.
Poor little Wizzie! For all her bitter experiences of what
life can do to a spirited girl, she was not such an egoist as to
find it altogether easy, on this particular morning, to leave
Lovie by herself on the kitchen-floor. What she kept repeating
in her heart, as with her hand on the door-handle she watched
the child putting "Popsy" to sleep in the truck, was that it was
fear of Old Funky that made it impossible to take her to Glymes.
But below all that, she knew perfectly well that her real reason
was her passionate feeling that she must, for once and at all
costs, see D.'s father alone.
It was hard, all the same, to close that door on the child!
Not that Lovie—though she knew her mother was standing
there—showed the smallest interest in her presence. But the
child's very lack of concern seemed to hold her all the more
strongly, seemed to hold her as if, instead of being stationary

